
THREE YEARS IN CALIFORNIA.

days since, that a gentleman in Monterey had struck

her son and called him a Mormon.  She dwelt with

great earnestness on the opprobrious character of the

epithet, and appeared to consider its application to

her son a higher crime than that of his fist. I told

her what sort of people these Mormons were; but it

was to her as if I had represented Satan as an angel

of light. I lectured the wrong-doer.

SATURDAY, AUG. 8. Capt. Fauntleroy, of the Savannah, and Maj. Snyder, with fifty mounted men

under their command, occupy San Juan, which lies

inland about thirty miles from Monterey. A report

reached them a few days since, that a hundred wild

Indians had descended upon the town of San Jose

and driven off over two hundred horses.   They

started immediately with twenty men, well mounted,

got upon their trail, and came up with them at a distance of sixty miles. The Indians finding themselves

hotly pressed, left their horses and took to the bush,

throwing back upon their pursuers the most wild and

frantic imprecations. Three or four of their number

only were killed. The denseness of the forest and

the approach of night rendered further pursuit impracticable.

The horses were all recaptured and brought back

to their owners, who received them with acclamations of surprise and gratitude.  This was the first

time, they said, that their property had been rescued

from savages by the government, and they run up the
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